


*BAAANG* 


Today, the summer morning of ‘Shepherd Academy’ began with the clear, loud, 
sound of an explosion as per usual. 


Along with the explosive sound, a young man with his school uniform rolled up to 
his elbows was cowering with both hands holding his head. 


His light brown tail and hair tied at the back of his head trembled. 
“OWWW! Gren, the hell’re you doing!?” 
“You're always troubling Student Council President Opera’s hands, Red.” 


Without losing his alert posture, the composed young man called Gren turned 
around and held a bamboo sword to Red’s eyes. 


He was wearing his morning kendo uniform, however the young man had an 
aura matching that of a samurai, rather than someone from the kendo club. 


There was a ‘Discipline Committee’ armband on the sleeve of his uniform. 
“How am I, the great Red, always troubling that girl’s hands?” 


While rubbing his head that was struck with the bamboo sword, Red snapped in 
bitter objection of the accusation. 


There were a few tears in his eyes. 
“Hmph, why you... From where did you break into this sacred school just now?” 


“Where did | break in? You’re real rude, y’know that? I’m a student here.” 


“Then why were you climbing over a common wall like a fool instead of coming 
through the main gate?” 


“It was a shortcut to get here, there was nuthin’ | could do abou— Whoa!?” 


Before Red could finish speaking, Gren had swung his bamboo sword once 
again, grazing the tip of Red’s nose as he avoided it. 


“Grrr... | can’t believe you dodged that. Your legs must be skilled at escaping.” 
“That’s dangerous! | thought you were against violence!” 


Unable to bear it, Red began running towards the school building’s entrance in 
an attempt to flee. 


“Scum like you are disturbing the discipline of our long-established school!” 
Gren chased after him while carrying his bamboo sword under his right arm. 


As expected, people began to gather around where the commotion had grown 
larger. 


Red nimbly weaved his way through person to person in order to escape. 


The distance between the bamboo sword and kendo uniform of Gren, and his 
foe, Red, gradually separated. 


“Heheh! Nice try!” 


The moment Red grinned due to being convinced he was victorious, his body 
abruptly whirled around. 


“Wha—!?” 


Red, on the verge of being thrust to the ground, was gripped by the neck and 
raised up by a brawny arm, leaving him dangling. 


“Yo, boy. Hasn't that guy gotten tired of doing this every morning?” 


“Damn it! Let me go, Old Man!” 


The ‘Old Man’ gave a hearty laugh as he raised his arm high and suddenly 
released Red’s neck from his hand. 


Red was taken by surprise as he naturally fell on his bottom. 
“Ow!” 


Old Man’ is no way to talk to your teacher. Call me Mr. Québec.” 


Québec, wearing a jersey around his burly body that made him look like a 
physical education teacher, looked down at Red with a grin. 


A number of people noisily ran in. 
“Geez, Red! You just barely made it again?” 
One of them was Red’s little sister, Chocolat. 


And another was a quiet-seeming girl who lowered her head to Québec. The 
girl's arm had the same ‘Discipline Committee’ armband as Gren. 


“Mr. Québec, | give my sincerest apologies for troubling you.” 
“Oh, Chocolat, Elh. You guys always make a big deal out of things.” 


“Of course we do, Red! Even when you get up, you’re never fully woken up... 
Right, Elh?” 


“Yes, | can’t think of any more ways to wake him up more reliably.” 
Elh glared at Red with cold, freezing eyes. 

“Don’t looks at me with those scary eyes... I’m not even late in the first place...” 
Red staggered up while he grumbled and complained. 


Delayed, Gren had finally arrived there. 


At the same time, the opening chime rang out 5 times. 


“Your efforts are appreciated, Elh. Red... | will see you in the guidance room 
later!” 


Pointing the tip of the bamboo sword to Red, Gren gave him a single glance, and 
left, leaving behind a sour-looking Red, a dumbstruck-looking Chocolat, and Elh. 








After school, Elh accompanied Red and Chocolat in order to lead them to the 
three Discipline Committee members waiting on them— Gren, Calua, and Student 
Council President Opera. 


“The little puppy finally camel” 


Opera closed her favorite folding fan. 

“Were you making Gren mad aga~ain? You never learn your lesson, do youd” 

“Not really, but what's that got to do with me?” 

Never reserved, Red turned away and decided to feign ignorance. 

As if he expected that reaction, Gren reported to Opera in a straightforward tone. 

“Once again, this young man has invaded our school from locations other than 
that of the main gate. Twelve times a month in this school term has made it a discipline 
issue.” 


“Oh dear, you sure are energetic~. Were you climbing over the walls again?” 


Though Opera’s voice sounded exasperated, she seemed to look amused to a 
certain extent. 


Calua was grinning next to Opera. 

“Well, it might be okay if you’ve got all that energy, dude~l” 
“Huh? What're you talkin’ about?” 

As Red became suspicious, Gren sighed for some reason. 
“President... Are you sure about this?” 

Opera took a breath through her nose. 


“Even if he has such naughty behavior he still stands out as being physically fit 
among our school, so it won’t be a problem, will it?” 


Red yelled out, irritated. 


“The hell’re you goin’ on about! Don’t just take over the conversation like that!” 


At that moment, the door to the guidance room was suddenly opened vigorously. 
“Gh! Headmaster!?” 


Barging into the guidance room was the headmaster of Shepherd Academy, 
Bruno. 


“You have been nominated to be a representative in our long-standing customary 
‘competition’ with ‘Tartaros Academy’. Don’t you think that’s an honor?” 


“Nah. It'd be too much of a pain to bother doing anything like breakin’ a sweat 
just for the school.” 


“Red! What are you saying!?” 
Elh tugged at Red’s arm in a panic. 
“Are we done talking now? Well then, I'll be goin’.” 


As Red shook away Elh’s hand and attempted to leave the guidance room, 
Bruno spoke in a voice that assumed importance. 


“Then, it seems it cannot be helped... You have no choice but to present a 
written apology for all of the numerous rule violations you’ve committed up to now.” 


Red’s legs came to a stop. 
“Huh!? Why do | gotta write something like that all of a sudden!?” 


“And for their poor supervision, your younger sister, Chocolat, and your next door 
neighbor, Elh, will also have to present the same written apology.” 


“W-Why Chocolat and Elh... If that happens, they'll definitely give me even more 
of a hard time...” 


Red began trembling. 


“If you understand that, then you have no choice except to prepare for the 
‘competition’... Because if you don't, I'll never forgive you.” 


Elh’s unfeeling eyes flared up. 


Red hung his head in defeat. 


“Ahh, I'll be expecting youl” 


© 





Then, on the day of the ‘competition’. — 

Everyone from ‘Tartaros Academy’ had arrived at Shepherd Academy. 
Walking ahead, Headmaster Baion displayed complete composure on his face. 
“This is Mr. Baion, please excuse his silence." 


Bruno, who went to go meet Baion as he passed through the main gate, had the 
same undisturbed composure as Baion. 


“You never change... Am | going to be entertained again this time?” 


Each filled with a variety of emotions, they shook hands with each other, and 
Baion continued to speak. 


“This ‘competition’ shall be the final one... Fufufu.” 
“That is exactly what | was thinking, Mr. Baion... Fufufu.” 
Dark air stagnated among the two men. 


“No matter, when today ends, | believe everything shall be determined... Will this 
year’s competition be done as planned?” 


“Yes, as what we were informed of, Mr. Baion. This year’s theme is—” 


The sound of firecrackers popping echoed across the blue sky. 


“Alright everyone, let's get started! The traditional competition! This year’s theme 
is... ‘The Heartyx Throbbing Beast Swimming Competition’! | sure know my heart’s 
throbbing right now! Although the introduction was delayed, I'll be serving as your host 
todaa~ay vx” 


The host waved her hand while in a cute swimsuit. 

“Oooh!” 

The excited voices of the male students echoed out. 

“...Did this really have to be this year’s theme?” 

Wearing her designated navy blue school swimsuit, Elh paid a visit to Opera, 
who was resting under the shadow of a beach parasol that was standing near the 


poolside. 


For some reason, Opera was in bold purple swimsuit that was incised from her 
navel to her chest. Did the student council president really make a good prefect? 


“This should be fun, shouldn’t its” 
“| figured it was you planned this, President...” 


Next to Opera, Gren —who had given up— and Calua —who seemed to be 
enjoying himself—, were fanning Opera with a large uchiwa. 


“Since we will be holding the tournament here, let’s please hear what advice Dr. 
Merveille of the relief squad has to give xx” 


Merveille stood in front of a microphone dressed in a white lab coat. Glimpses of 
a bright red bikini could be seen under the lab coat that was opened at the front. 


“Before entering the pool, you will have to perform elaborate warm-up 
exercises... Those who feel sick or injured should come to me promptly... Is everyone 
okay with that?” 


Once again, the voices of the male students echoed out in excitement. 


The tournament was carried out smoothly with competitive events, such as 
freestyle and breaststroke swimming, that were performed by players selected from 
each school. 


The final break period for the players was during the mini-concert by the school 
idol, Cocona. 


Where the last contest had left off, the score on Tartaros Academy’s side was 
just slightly in the lead. 


This was especially due to the remarkable efforts of the student council combo 
from Tartaros Academy, the players Nero and Blanck. 


“I’m not gonna lose this, dammit!” 
Red had been very successful. 


He definitely wasn’t going to let it end with Tartaros Academy jerking away his 
great efforts from him. 


“Are you okay, Red? You’re not worn-out?” 
“Oh, no problems here!” 


Red’s eyes were burning with fighting spirit, showing that he was by no means 
bluffing. 


“Still, whoever wins the final event will control the competition.” 


Elh was also worried, and came to check on Red’s condition. 


“Yeah... So, what’s the last event gonna be anyways? A mixed relay?” 
“Please give me a moment... Hmm, it will be a ‘cavalry battle’...” 


Arriving there together was Tartaros Student Council President, Blanck, and Vice 
President, Nero. 


“Shepherd is awfully stubborn, isn’t it... Especially you. What were you saying, 
Red?” 


“The final event... We’re also gonna participate in it. So, are you okay with us 
settling this?” 


“That’s just fine, bring it on!” 
Blanck grinned and laughed. 


“When this events finishes, Shepherd Academy will be finished as well... Try and 
struggle as well as you can. Kehehe—” 


“What? What do you mean!?” 


Blanck and Nero gave no answer to Red’s question, and laughed as they went 
away. 


“...Whoever wins this ‘competition’, will gain the ‘hidden treasure’ of this 
school...” 


A sudden whispering voice became audible from a nearby bush. 
“Wha—!? What the hell, Beluga...” 

“What do you mean, Beluga!?” 

From the bush, Beluga revealed his enclosed condition. 


“This competition has changed shape whilst being carried out for generation after 
generation, and now, it’s approaching its 101st occasion... With 50 wins and 50 losses 


up to now, we haven’t given up... And now, to finally settle the contest, it’s said that the 
victor will obtain the ‘hidden treasure’ that lies idle in the basement of this school...” 


Both Red and Elh’s mouths were wide-open, trying to understand the 


significance of those words. 


exist... 


“In other words... If we don’t win this ‘cavalry battle’, this school might cease to 


Elh managed to simplify it for Red. 

“Umm... You mean we have to win!?” 

“Correct... Pray that the wind gives you a successful battle... 3 seconds...” 
Saying that, Beluga vanished like the wind. 

As an aside, he also seemed to be the director of the archery club. 

“Alright... Now that it's come to this, Elh, you’re also gonna do the cavalry battle!” 
“Huuuh!? Why me... That’s unreasonable!” 

“Don't give me any of that! If you want to win, you gotta do this!” 

With her argument lost, Elh reluctantly nodded. 


“F-Fine... Sigh...” 


The cavalry battle was a grand struggle that exceeded expectations. 


Nero was quickly and calmly seizing her opponents’ headbands, and Red was 


displaying an orthodox way of playing by colliding into the enemy riders and 


demoli 


Nero’s 


shing them with his fighting spirit. 


Opera had put up a good fight until the end, but as a result of Nero’s sharp joints, 
hands tore through the shoulder straps of Opera’s swimsuit. 


“WOOO!” 


Gren’s proper judgement was destroyed by the excited shouts from among the 
beasts due to having witnessed what they should not have. 


He dropped Opera in the water (naturally earning large booing from the 
audience) to avoid further issues (for his sake), leaving only Red & Elh and Nero & 
Blanck. 

“Ah, the remaining players are finally facing each other one-one-one! Tartaros’ 


side has Vice-President Nero riding Student Council President Blanck! And on 
Shepherd's side, discipline committee member Elh is riding Red! Both sides of the 


cavalry battle will be fighting one-to-one vx” 
“Well, Red... Are you prepared? Let’s settle this!” 
“Get lost!” 


With a sudden rise in speed, Blanck began toying with Red. Leaving everything 
to Nero’s technique, Blanck was able to preserve his power during the early stage. 


“Ahaha! Well, I'll be taking your headband now!” 

Nero gleefully challenged Elh. 

“Kh... She’s fast!” 

Elh was caught off guard, unable to keep up with Nero’s hand movements. 
“It’s okay! Elh, hold the headband tight and trust me!” 

“R-Right!” 


Red suddenly distanced himself from the other two and, with Elh on his 
shoulders, charged at Blanck. 


“GAAAAAAH!” 


“What—!? Do you intend to crush us by hurling yourself at me!?” 
“If we have the power to win, we won't yield! Anahaha!” 

Nero & Blanck also charged towards Red. 

“Let’s do this— *gurgle*!” 


With Elh on his shoulders, Red suddenly dropped his body down and charged his 
foot muscles with power. 


“DAAAAH!” 


Almost unbelievably, Red jumped above the water’s surface while holding Elh on 
his shoulders. 


“What!?” 

Red had thrown himself at Nero and Blanck from above. 

Being unable to instantly react to Red, Nero and Blanck finally collapsed. 
But, what about Red and Elh? 


Firmly keeping Elh on his shoulders, Red had steadily planted his feet at the 
bottom of the pool. 


“What an ending! Red put everything he had into that suicide attack, bringing the 
battle to a full stop with a bang! The winner is Shepherd Academy!” 


Cheers resounded from all the students. 
“Aah? The little puppy did it, didn’t he” 
Opera commended Red whilst pressing her hand down on her torn swimsuit. 


“Whew... That was quite the fright.” 


It seemed that Bruno was on the verge of sliding off his chair, as if he had lost 
the power in his spine. 


Keeping calm in his seat, Baion muttered to himself while staring not at Bruno, 
but Red. 


“Hmph... I'll withdraw for now. However, | will return to settle this again 
someday.” 


“Red! That was so cool!” 
Chocolat was excitedly waving her hand at Red at the poolside. 


Everyone around the pool where the cavalry battle had been held was praising 
Red’s brave efforts. Their applause still had yet to cease. 


With Elh still on his shoulders, Red waved his hand towards the continuous 
clapping and cheering. 


“Red... Come to think of it, why did | have to participate in the cavalry battle?” 
Red scratched the tip of his nose while answering in a low voice. 
“Well, it's because | didn’t want you to get dropped.” 


Blood suddenly rose to Elh’s flustered face, with all the students in front of her 
taking notice. 


“Wait, that’s enough, please let me down!” 
“Not a chance! There’s no way I’m gonna drop you!” 
“You idiot! Let me down!” 


It seemed that summer at Shepherd Academy was going to get hotter this year. 





Meanwhile, at Shepherd Academy’s remote basement, the excitement from the 
surface was transmitted there, causing the ‘hidden treasure’ sleeping in the ground to 
awaken. 


“Sigh... It seems like everyone is having fun...” 


Yurlungur, the name of the guardian called the ‘secret treasure’, seemed lonely 
as it murmed to itself. 


“With how this is going, it seems okay to have the true CODA for a while...” 


With a ‘tsk’...the ‘secret treasure’ displayed a small smile. 


(The End) 


